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In gloom and discouragement the army proceeded
sadly, and yet the sky was clear; no snow had fallen.
October 28 they reached Mojaisk. When they saw
again the battle-field of the Moskowa, lonely and
desolate, silent and mournful, shorn of the terrible
but poetic glow of combat, they were overwhelmed
with painful emotion. The bare earth trampled and
torn, the trees shattered by cannon-balls, the helmets,
cuirasses, drums, littering the ground, the redoubt,
which was the tomb of Caulaincourt and so many
other heroes; besides the chill of death, the frost
which had stiffened the corpses half eaten by wolves
and vultures, all formed a terrible spectacle. The
silence of the plains was broken only by the cries of
birds of prey. Alas! what had been the result of
this dreadful battle in which had been fired sixty
thousand cannon-shots and fourteen hundred thou-
sand musket cartridges, and ninety thousand men
had been killed or wounded ? What result had been
obtained from all the powder burned, from all the
blood shed? This was a bitter, inevitable thought,
sure to dim the ardor and cool the enthusiasm of the
hottest lovers of warfare. " Our hearts," says Baron
Fain, " were filled with anguish at the sight of this
plain where so many of our comrades had perished.
They thought that they died for victory and peace.
As we passed we stepped carefully, lest the earth
should be too heavy on them beneath our retreating
footsteps."

Napoleon himself, steeled as he was against emo-